DESERT   DELIGHTS

the stage seem very long! The atmosphere is
so rarefied that distant objects appear near, and the
buildings, which were in reality 15 miles away,
looked quite close at hand. In this chappa khaneh
we were once guilty of inscribing our names on its
already well-filled walls. Some years after a lady
was visiting us in Mosul, and told us she had read
our names in that far-distant chappa khaneh.

It is not a very pleasant sensation to be lost in
a desert. Only once did this experience befall us,
and then we were glad when it was over.

We were on our way from Yezd to Kerman, and
had reached the second stage out. We had arranged
with our muleteer to start at a certain hour that
morning, but when we came down from the "bala
khaneh " (upstairs room) where we had been sleeping,
we found no signs of our caravan being ready to start,
After loitering about for some time, we decided not to
wait any longer, but to ride on ahead. This was quite
contrary to our usual custom, as we always found it
wiser to see the caravan off first, otherwise the mule-
teers dawdled half the morning away. However, we
thought this once we would alter our plans, as the
dawn was even then breaking, and we knew that in
a very short time the sun would be scorchingly hot.
So off we went, telling our servant to follow as soon
as possible. We received minute instructions as to
which direction we were to take, and thought we
could not possibly mistake our road.

Outside the town, on the edge of the desert, we
came to two roads, one leading straight ahead, the
other branching to the left. We decided to take the
former, thinking it looked more trodden, thereby
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